THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
he would enjoy to the full the results of its squeak-
ing.
It is to be assumed that the President enjoys the
kingly prerogative of immunity from quotation
during private interviews* It is also to be assumed
that this immunity applies only to his utterances on
political questions or on domestic matters which it
would be impertinent for a stranger to discuss.
'Very well,' you may say, 'having admitted those
two restrictions, you deny yourself any power of
quotation whatever, for the simple reason that
President Coolidge has never been known to discuss
any but political questions. Literature, the arts, even
a discreet recognition of the soul of man, have never
gained any spoken tributes from him.'
Is that so? During the first five minutes, I must
admit, it seemed only too true. The silent President
played up to his r61e to perfection. He asked me why
I was in America. Feeling rather faint, I replied that
I had come over to lecture, and supervise the pro-
duction of a play. To which President Coolidge
replied, in firm, round tones:
'Ohl'
There was an interval of about a minute's silence,
broken only by the screech of the chair. Then, still
more faintly, I said:
'The last time I was here was in President
Wilson's day.*
President Coolidge replied, in firm, round tones,
<0h!'
With ghastly brightness, I ventured the deep,
philosophical observation that the world did not
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